EPILOGUE

WHETHER we speak in accents loud or soft, we all
speak folly. Whether our road is over 'pave-
ments' or 'sidewalks,' we all walk in meaningless
circles. Whether we set our watches five hours fast or
five hours slow, Time is bearing us along the same
sombre, fathomless waters. Whether the wind blows
east or west, our words are scattered, sooner or later,
into the final darkness. Whether we salute the Star-
spangled Banner or the Union Jack, whether the
tune is 'My Country, 'tis of Thee,' or 'God Save the
King,' the ultimate melody is the same - a melody
which is only an echo - an echo played by an unseen
player, who laughs, as he plays, behind the curtain
of the clouds*
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